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been carried down with the rush, and the others were too eager to wait to run down, and so did a bit of tobogganing on their own account, .Before the bear could get upon his feet the dogs were all about him once more. We were there too, and a few Winchester 45.90s brought this most sensational bear-hunt to an end."
A rather pathetic bear-hunt was one we had a few days later. Mother and cub came ambling along the plateau side by side, and of course the dogs soon had the pair surrounded. When we arrived upon the scene, after a sharp run of a mile, the battle was in full course, \vilh I be4 dogs getting decidedly the best of it. The poor dam had been harried almost into a state of exhaustion. Still, she kept up the desperalc si niggle, and never once permitted her voting hopeful to get five feet from her side. After each lunge at the nearest dog, she quickly returned to her baby, and this fat graceful little -fellow did his best, you may be sure, to keep close under mania's protecting paws.
It seemed impossible to shoot without, hitting a dog, but I decided to risk it, and sent a, Krag-Jorgensen bullet clean through her body. Wit h the blood streaming from both sides, she continued to fight for her cub, and as more bullets crashed through her body and she fell her hour at hand, her last instinctive movement was to